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answering, thunder, fire, infinite music. It is
all a command to recognise unseen greatness,
to take every least experience we can, and
crush from it all its savour; not to be afraid
of the great emotions of the world, love and
sorrow and loss; but only to be afraid of
what is petty and sordid and mean. And
then perhaps, as in that other vision, we
may ascend once into a mountain, and there
in weariness and drowsiness, dumbly be-
wildered by the night and the cold and the
discomforts of the unkindly air, life maybe
for a moment transfigured into a radiant
figure, still familiar though so glorified;
and we may see it for once touch hands and
exchange words with old and wise spirits;
and all this not only to excite-us and be-
wilder us, but so that by the drawing of the
veil aside, we may see for a moment that
there is some high and splendid secret, some
celestial business proceeding with solemn
patience and strange momentousness, a rite
which if we cannot share, we may at least
know is there, and waiting for us, the moment
that we are strong enough to take our part!